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Editor’s Note 


Ghalib : a Hundred Moods— a selection of one hundred couplets of the great 
poet, certainly does not represent his best, nor is it based on any particular theme. 
And yet, the selection is unique—for each of the couplets selected has been, as the 
reader can see, translated into stone. 

This has been made possible by Brijendra Sayal, who has so chiselled each 
of these stone pieces, painstakingly collected over the years, as to convey the 
essence of the couplets of Ghalib. 

Sayal, has a collection of over four hundred such pieces. At our request, he 
made a selection of what he considered his hundred best. The English translation 
of the couplets has been accomplished by Dr. O.P. Kejariwal, a Nehru Fellow and 
a historian of repute. It was not a voluntary task for him. When we went through 
all the important published translations of Ghalib, it was felt that we could do with 
a fresh one, and on seeing Dr. Kejariwal's translation of a couple of those selected, 
we persuaded him to do the rest. We are indeed glad that he undertook the difficult 
task. 

Our acknowledgements are due also to Dr. Vimlesh Kanti Verma, Reader, 
RG. D.A.V. College Delhi for giving a phonetic transcription of the couplets. 

Hari Om Mehra, Staff Photographer of the Division, photographed the stone 
pieces and got the transparencies prepared. Credit for the layout and cover design 
goes to Asha Saxena. 

The combined efforts of Abrar Rahmani, Assistant Editor; D.N. Gandhi, 
Joint Director; and S. Roy, Production Officer, went into getting the book 
published in time. Our special thanks are also due to Aiwan-e-Ghalib and Ghalib 
Academy for their valuable assistance in its preparation. 

For each one of us involved with the project, the task has been one of pleasure 
because of the main spirit behind this book—Mirza Asadullah Khan— known to all 
as 'Ghalib'. Perhaps the greatest, and certainly the most popular of Urdu poets, 
Ghalib was born on 27 December 1797 at Agra. Having lost his father Abdullah 
Beg at an early age, Ghalib was brought up by his uncle Nasrullah Beg, who too 
died early. Notwithstanding an informal and irregular education, Ghalib matured 
early. It is said that his true mentor was Maulana Abdus Samad Hormzud, who had 
come from Iran and stayed in Ghalib's house for nearly two years, with the young 
Ghalib as his pupil. Although it is difficult to say when exactly Ghalib started 
writing poetry (probably when he was eight or nine), it is indeed astonishing to note 
that he had completed his major work— Divvan-e-Urdu (first published in 
1841)—before he turned nineteen. 

It was about this time that he shifted his interests from Urdu to Persian , an 
interest to which he would return only some thirty years later. And when he did so 
his poetry was no better or no worse than his earlier works. 


The corpus of his Persian writings includes mainly collections of letters and 
the first volume of the two-volumed history of the Taimur dynasty, for which he 
was commissioned by the then Emperor, Bahadur Shah Zafar himself, on a monthly 
salary of Rs. 50/-. It is an indifferent work interrupted partly by Ghalib's own lack 
of interest and partly by the events of 1857. 

In a way, Ghalib was fortunate. In a span of 72 years (1797-1869), he lived 
through an eventful period of Indian history : the decline of the Mughals, the rise 
of the British Empire, its zenith and the first widespread resentment and uprising 
against it. He himself escaped unscathed during the revolt but was witness to the 
large number of hangings which followed it. Having seen it all"he was to 
ruminate later : 

This world is a child's plgy 
It unfolds its drama 
Night and day. 

From where I stand 
I see it all 
It goes on 
On and on. 

Ghalib's life was an eventful one, mirroring the turbulent times in which he 
lived. Fond of the good things of life, he struggled throughout his life to attain the 
means to afford them. His mainstay was the pension he received from the British 
Government on behalf of his deceased uncle, Nasrullah Khan. Then, because of the 
machinations of his relatives, the Government reduced the pension to half. Ghalib, 
alleging forgery, struggled to have this restored, petitioning the Court of Directors 
of the East India Company in London and, finally, Queen Victoria herself. He was 
successful only in 1860, but was so deep in debt by then that whatever he received 
by way of arrears was all used to pay off his debts. 

Though plagued by financial worries for most of his adult life, Ghalib seldom 
let this come in the way of his hedonistic attitude to life. Incidents in Ghalib's life 
have become the stuff of legends as in the case of no other Urdu poet. So also his 
poetry, which is the stuff of many a conversation and which has been on the lips 
of people, generation after generation. He is indeed the most quoted poet in Urdu. 

And this is what gives him a special place in history, in literature and in 
popular imagination . Ghalib had many drawbacks of human character : he drank 
and gambled. Almost all his life he was deep in debt. Given these and many other 
failings, Ghalib's name might well have sunk into obscurity, if not clouded by 
notoriety, but it is redeemed by his poetry. We remember him today, not for his 
frailties, but for his poetry which is sublime—as we hope this unique volume will 
bear out. 


M.R. Farooqi 


KEY TO PHONETIC TRANSCRIPTION 


a is pronounced like the u in but or the o in son. 
a is pronounced like a in far. 
i is pronounced like i in pin or it. 
i is pronounced like i in machine, 
u is pronounced like u in put or the o in book, 
u is pronounced like u in june or oo in fool, 
e is pronounced as a in cake or male, 
ai is pronounced somewhat like a in mad or sad. 
o is pronounced as o in cold or sold, 
au is pronounced somewhat like aw in saw or lawn, 
a a i i u u e ai o au- are pronounced as 
nasalised forms of the respective vowels, 
k is pronounced like k in speaker, 
kh is pronounced like ckh in blockhead, 
g is pronounced as the g in go. 
gh is pronounced as gh in loghouse. 
n is pronounced as ng in sing, 
c is pronounced like ch in much, 
ch is pronounced like chh (as a single sound) in 
chu rch-h ill. 

j is pronounced as j in jug. 

jh is pronounced as dgeh ( as a single sound ) in 
hedgehog. 

n is pronounced somewhat like n in pinch. It is 
more or less like a nasalised y of yes. 
t is pronounced somewhat similar to t in part but 
with the tongue curled backwards, 
th is pronounced like th in thin with a louder 
aspiration. It is aspirated form of t. 
d is pronounced similar to d in hard, 
dh is pronounced like dh as a single sound in 
child-hood. 

n is a retroflex nasal sound and is pronounced as in 
the case of t and d with the tip of the tongue 
curled backwards and touching the top of the 
palate. 







t is similar to Italian pronunciation of t. 
th is aspirated form of t. 
d is similar to Italian pronunciation of Italian d. 
dh is aspirated form of d. 
n is pronounced like n in not. 
p is pronounced a p in palm 
ph is pronounced as ph (as a single sound) in 
loophole 

b is pronounced as b in bad. 
bh is aspirated form of b and is pronounced like bh 
(as a single sound) in club-house. 

m is pronounced as m in mother, 
y is pronounced like y in young 

r is pronounced by the tip of the tongue tapping 
several times in quick succession against the ridge 
of the upper teeth. It is a trilled and voiced 
consonant. It is pronounced like r in Ram. 

1 is pronounced like 1 in log. 
v is pronounced like w in wind, 
s is pronounced like sh in shut, 
s is pronounced s in some, 
h is pronounced like h in behind, 
r is a retroflex flapped consonant and is pro¬ 
nounced by curling the tip of the tongue back¬ 
wards and by flapping i.e. striking with a jerk, 
against as wide an area of the top of the palate. 
It is a voiced sound. It is similar to American r 
in very. 

rh is aspirated form of r. 

q is voiceless sound and is produced by pronounc¬ 
ing k as far back in the throat, 
x and g are pronounced much farther back than kh 
and g. They also differ since the air passage is 
only narrowed down but not closed as in pro¬ 
nouncing kha and g. In the pronunciation of these 
sounds one can feel the friction 
z is pronounced as z in zero, 
f is pronounced as f in father. 



























nags' fanyadi Kai y kiski soxie taWif ka 
kagazi kai paimkan, \\ar paika^e tasvir ka 


(Like in the Iran of old 
A subject uuith a plaint 
Written on raiment 
Woven of paper 
Appeared before 
The Emperor 
So do) I 

Wear this raiment 
Woven of paper 
With every couplet 
Being my plea 
Rnd my uuoe 
That cries out for relief. 


prepay 1 qsfencSl t, m 

cbidjofl i itesr 3 , cpt 


7 . wpjfr, fkw 2.Twn¥f^rm :w^ttF7$wf&m s n 

qW v /vrf >377# $ 4. fkl WU 3JTWU7 
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dkapa kafcm ne dage uyube baraknagi 
mai ; vamak \\ar libas me ncmge vwjud tka 


No raiment doth hide 
The nakedness of life 
It's only the shroud 
Which tuill cloud 
fill signs of my vice. 


CaWT epical ^ clfd) ClT^a-dfl 1 

eft Tr£ fcrleiKl <ft olft c[a^t 2IT 


7 . i*frFT$r<$w 
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Oh this burning desire 
Boundless os it is 
UUhat uuill be 
Its next step Indeed ? 


% cJTgt Cldicnjij cfTT c^CRT cp^cH dlKel 

^ar ^ irrapi' 5=ra^T-H-qr 2 wn 


liw 2. w/w 
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l L W Is, (S/uf 

guncak pKii^ laga kMhe ; aj kamue apua dil 
Xu kiya kua dekkfy gum kiya kua paya 


Th© spring 
Is come again 
find all around 
Again 

The flowers have taken bloom 
I too have found my heart 
Lost and stained with blood. 


ajen 1 fweian ftaci^, 3nai 3W^n feel 
ffen pn ajar fean 5311 qrai 


7. *mt 
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tr\i nao amoze j c\m, kimmate dusva^-pascmd 
sa^t muskil kai ki yak kam bki asa nikla 


On© ujould have thought 
Surely nothing ought 
To be more difficult 
Or courageous 
Than death itself. 

But nouj alas 
ULIhat is so difficult 
Is that 
Death itself 
Is so easy. 


aft 5?ft34i3ftoT-E-q?5n', i t-n -iW 

•u-*d djfyciDci tte®aft 3ffcn fSicbcii 


1 ■ ¥^3 ^ 37^fW 2. ^/d'V/^’V)*#^^'^7c77'<V/^W 
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iK'i/jbjA l 



Wife josise danya na\\\ } xuddane sakil 
jaka saki k o tu, batil kai dava kosiyan ka 


Can the river's bank 
UUithstcind 

The onslaught of the tide? 
find can one boast of 
Sobriety 
UUith the Saqi 
Standing by? 


ofrfer^r ^fcn 2 ^ ^cufi-H-^jfdGi 3 

omt?rra^ 4 ^r^, eufciai 5 1 ^ri%Rir9 


7.37 fwtf 2.73.(7?W?#/W 

4. fwiti 5. ftWr! 
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mai ; aur ik a 
afiyat ka 


.fat ka tuk^a ; vo dile-vaksi ki \a\ 
usrnan aoi* avargi ka asna 


I uuith this heart of mine 
Wayward and wild 
My enemy of peace 
Condemning me 
To endless wandering. 


^ 3ik Hep 3nq?cT cpj eft: feet c[^ft' t 
3ilfCjp<ild 2 351 ^dlcrl 3frc 3ITcrr53ft 3ireMT 


2.wfb 
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touM f\fy? /{jri 






It is so difficult 
For everything 
To become 
So easy 
fls is indeed 
Most difficult 
For a man 
To become 
R human being ! 


W £I %: c^cIR 1 t m 3TRTT ifen 

wi aft apKrCR; 2 ^ff 


l.tFfar 2.WW 
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llv JP 3 


ki mere qatl ke bad/ usne jaa se taoka 
Kai us zSd pasema ka pas'ema kona 


Ves she vowed 
To shed 
Her cruelty 
But by then 
I had been 
Slayed ! 

Oh ! to uuitness 
Her repentance 
She was indeed 
fi picture 

Of repentance itself! 


cjfl dVi cpcul c& dfd. alLp] 1 ^ cffcT: 
trim 3i5i opr q^teft 2 qyM 


7 . ft&m 
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JL^p6 i yjj 




The heart, oh the heart 
Once the symbol of loyalty. 
But alos ! it become 
The first sacrifice 
On the altar of love 
In the test of loyalty ! 


feel (pf wm w' t 33T^ d, cRIT 3TTe|cFf SIT 
STTsfl d: 5^ ^fdddr 5TT&3Tr 
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xamosi me y\\\\a f x^gastab lakko cmzue kai 
ccmage-muidd Km/ Mai bezwbdy gcme ga^iba ka 

- r m 

In my silence 
Lie my desires 
By the myriads 
Slain and dead, 
find I remain 
A bloiun-out lamp 
Lone and alone 
On a forlorn grave. 


wM fhm 1 ^ ^cr: 2 mwm 1 

rroA f ^ tgMT dl^kf cJd! 


7 .^ 2 . fmmj^wt^nwt s.mwm; 4 . wnfv^m 
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\\amz ik pa^tave mc\se ^ayale y at baqi \\ai 
dil-e-afsui^dak qoya, kuyak kai yuswj- ke zihda ka 


fl heart full of dejection 
And this dork prison cell! 

But yet that ray of hope 
UUhich brings bock memories 
Of you 

Hove turned this prison cell 
Into the prison cell 
Of Joseph! 


6trial' LKjClcI crlcrcY 7UZ Gllcpl Y 

^frzn ^or ;: 4 5 t epjqY % fer^j 6 ^dt 


i.&ntrrw 2.tmrzFif&w 3.^mw^ 

5. ^TWT 6. WUW&, 
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qaid me kai te^e vaksi ko ; vaki zulf ki yad 
ka kuck ek mhje gambcmie zanjm kki tka 


Oh! the grief and the burden 
Of the life in the prison. 

The uueight of the chains 
Grows all the more 
When I recall 

Vour tresses flowing wild and free. 


cfcd t 3d gjaqo ^ zrrcT 

d cbto K* ild 3ra ellPt-E-aiafl'i d 8IT 


7. wm 2. 
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—uty 


manzat ikU andi p ext, aot i\am bcma sakte 

ai^s se idlw kota kas ke maka apna 


No matter how far 
The eyes can see 
There's still the limit 
Of the azure skies. 
(Here I to build a house 
I would build a house 
Beyond the skies 
From where I could see 
Beyond the stars 
Beyond the skies. 


sfsre 1 fci^ 2 ^rr 

3ref ^ sten cpm % sicrir 3wsn 


7 . 2 . ^ 7 / 3. 3mm 
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ye ha mi kamaH qismat, ki visale ya^ kola 
aga^ cxot jite fakte, yaki ihtazap kota 


It's just not my fate 
That this wait 
€nds 

find we unite. 

UUhat if this life 
UJere longer 
For longer 
UUould be the wait! 


d: aft fcFOTci ftj: fmn^ 1 am ftten 

3I3TC afrc oft^ arfl lift'd?! If. ^tcll 


1 . ftfT7 
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L i/t 

i#l^l Ute^u&ir'i 


garce ku divanaK/ pa^ kyu dost ka kkafi fai*eb 
asti me dasnak pihkS/ ka+k men eastern kkula 


Granted I am mad 

But should this mean 

That I be deceived 

And that by a friend 

UUith a dagger up her sleeve 

UUhile on display 

Is a lancet that heals. 


dKrJ c[l a 1 crj ; TO cf^ cTpCcT OpT ^3TJ qp^d 

3Tre.fi fi ek^t: 1 et?i S Elicit ^eprr 


7 . ttTT 2. ^ 3. W*T 
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J ^&(^u?cry { 


kai xayale kush men kushe amal ka sa xayal 
Xuld ka ik daf \\a\, men gof ke ahda^ kkula 


Beauty is virtue 

find beauty did I pursue 

find so found a door 

In my dark tomb 

Did open 

On 

To Paradise ! 


ft Esdllcl J|E5T Sr 1 >eS 3I3TeI l ®I En Esdllel 
t^cc; 2 35T 5^3 ft HltE? fto 3KJE -igcii 


1. WQ 2. 3. WTjfV 
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dar pe rakhe ko kaka aor kak ke kaisa pki^ gaya 
jitne arse me mera lipfa kua bistar kkula 

/>• ■' ' W.; * % • 

find thus she changes 
Her mind. 

This moment she 
Tells me to stay 
find before I unpack 
She asks me 
To go auuay. 


ZZZ $'■ 3te05Ti ^3 cbiMI Fte^RIT 
[aici^ 3reS femei fermz 


7 W 
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pat dm gapdis' me Kai sat asma 
ko Pakega kuck na kuck, gkabpaye kya 


Day and night 
Without a pause 
The seven skies 
Revolve ! 

Why worry then 

For something uuill happen 

If not this 

Then surely that! 


^ fer aifcESl’ t ^ITcI 341-drftf 
t^dll cJpS 5T: cj?!3, OTRIH cfHIT 


7 . 
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c £-£)/ L_Jt£ /c»Uj 



pwckte \\a\ vo ki galib kaoh kai? 
koi batlao ki kam batlai kya? 


She asks 
UUho after all 
Is Ghalib. 

Somebody tell me 
ULIhat is that something 
I can tell 
In reply. 

' ' r : - ' ; J 

k K; ! / 

■ ' 

^c[ # A: ‘BlrfelW’ t? 

craranarr dddiu cmt 






















^Jy — -Cj 0)ifi 2^3 3- 

\y ; 3/\y ?■ _ 2 


jama kafte ko kyu faqiko ko 
ik tamasa kua gila ha kua 


UUhy should you gather 
fill my rivals ? 

Think you it mill 
Be my trial ? 

But no my love 
It mill only be 
One big fun ! 


51331: cp^ # 3^ -icpkT Opt 
^cp cram: sot, ftren sp kot 


7 . 37 ftgffrff 
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samma 
sol ae 


bujkti \\a\, fo wsme se dkwa utkta kai 
isq siyakpos kua me^e bad 


Th© black smoko 
Rll that remains 
OP the dying Plame. 

So like the cloak 
That is cast 

Over love's bright Plame 
UUhen I am gone. 


xilcKTT epHcft f 2 eft deleft ^ £J3ri dOcll fz 


7. 


43 































TcJ! 

) 's$Jiy { ySSfa 

in ablo se pSo ke gkaUa gaya fka mae 
ji kkus kwa \\a\ mk ko pu^x^^* dekk kai* 


The blisters on my feet 

Horrified me 

Till I saw 

With joy 

The path 

full of thorns! 


^t arrareft ^ ftfar % Trarar vru en ^ 

oft ^3n t Tre cjft q^R J 


i. wtizfdmrwri 
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0 bif.l rikfi 


ba^cahd subukdast Kue butsikm me 
bam bai to abbi ^ab me \\a\ sange gi m c\ot 


Indeed I excel 
In idol break 
But oh for that stone 
That heavy stone 
That lies in the way ! 


Wxtt ^cJd^CcT 1 ^clRiIct.41 2 S 

^3T #, eft 3iaft t ^ fara 3te 


i. 2 . rfrfutem 3.wrfwm 
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ku gif Hare uljate saiyad 
vamak/ kaqi kai taqate parvaz 


I could also take wing. 

Vet I remain 

€nslaved 

For what 

But the love 

For the hunter! 


clH: gIJcIdI *1 cllciDcl l TV.cllol“ 


i. fwniftmifa 
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l/L Lj\j\ 0 i £) 


dakahe set me ja kaitkiye, lekin ai dn 
ha kWe kojiye xwbcme dilazcm ke pas 


Oh the heart! 

Better it is 

To dwell in the mouth 
OP the dreaded lion 
Rather than stand 
Beside the beloved- 
fair and op beauty 
But uuho 
So torments. 


S aTT ffeu, elfcboi £ fear 
oT: ^ t?lfaiB ^cllol fecT3TT5rR; 2 % 'TFCT 

• a ' 


7. 
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— o h 



dame kai* maoj me kai, kalqak-e-sadkame hikang 
dekke kya guz^e kai qafre pe ; gwka^ kone tak 


for I would be the drop 
That turns into a pearl 
But the dangers all around 
With crocodiles ferocious 
With open jauus. 


mW t dcncby-^i<icpi<A f^ddj 2 
cren djor% t cfDaf^ 3 w dj^: 4 ^ ucp 


7 . WT'^WcfWT W Wfcf 2. ftPTTR^?) W*fS 3.^ 

4. 
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game kasfi ka ; asad kis se ko juz ma^g ilaj 
samma kaf mug me ialii kai saka^ kone fak 


Only death can end 
The pain of the moth 
Playing with the flame, 
find yet the flame 
Must burn on 
In all its colour 
Till the dawn ! 


3TCKT! feerd Aop 2 3T3f, ^elTal 
^T3F3I ^ oTelcft t cT^ 


7 . 2.fmFJ 3.^ 4.mw:^m 
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Deceived by your beauty 
Rose after rose 
Blooms and pursues 
One after the other 
In eager 
Chase. 


f# aTe# cj5T # #: dtel qfr: 3UaT clcp 
(l^ferarc c^t t 3JeI CK cpqoI-B-ajGl 1 


7. 
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h Ul 



mujkko daya^e gam me mam, vafcm se du^ 
mkk li me^e xuda ne, men bekasi ki s am 


Oh for a death 
In a foreign land 
Far from a country 
That's my own. 

Rnd so has God 
Saved me from disgrace 
Of my own 

' TV f 

Helplessness ! 


d^sHCfft CLdlJ^. dill eft cFTRI ClClol ift 
YA3 eft <ft^ U ^ clft ^rft 


7. 
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kamse kM jao, bavaqte mai pamsti ek din 
vamak kam ckefege mkkka * 1 wz^e masti ek din 

Just once 
Oh just once 
Com© shar© the cup 
find abandon behind 
fill modesty 
Or ©Isa 

yf?* . ■ 

Thara will be time 
When I shall taka liberties 
Rnd blame it all 
On inebriety ! 


S3T& : ?pi sn3ft cracra jri cr^ctT ecu 

531 3^ 3T5cff E^J fesT 


l.'Rf^T 1 ftdWFI 2.*T&ff'tiTWFn 
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♦ ^ 



IVO 

_v 1 


mi vo ik saxs ke tasawuf se 
ab vo mnaie xayal kaka ? 


Rll my thought 
UUas full of beauty 
For behind it all 
Was your beauty 
Nouu with that beauty gone 
So have my thoughts 
Who knows indeed 
Where both have gone ? 


sfi ^TcJd % cl -ticnjt 

3M rft: WT 


7. ^7/W 2 . 35cW 3 . 
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cLk 

> ♦ 




This body 

May it turn to dust 

find let the wild wind 

Carry it for and wide 

Otherwise 

)'* : 

Where is the strength 
In the feotherless wings 
To make me Ply ? 


TRR BJgTR : 1 IR M i aTTH 

cidiaf: cTTGr-3Tt-crcfr 2 dTar-.TTT-crC ^ ^1 I<Td 


7. ^cT, fagt 2.w^yrfw 3. W 
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mzat I age na kaKi/ uske dasf-o-bazu ko 
ye log kyu me^e zaxme jigai 4 ko dekkte kai 


Her. hand and arm 
Be protected from harm 
Of all evil eyes. 

But why these stores 
fit the wounds of my heart 
Caused so deep 
Oh so deep ! 


olaR eid| oT: cjpgt qfrt 

A eta A%arta taTRc&t cRta # 
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\\a\ pate sa4\ade id ta\< se, apna masjud 
qible ko o\\\e mzat qiblcmuma kakte \\a\ 


Him uuG worship 
Vet know Him not 
He is the unknowable. 
For those who know 
The Ka'ba means 
Only the direction. 


# V.l ^ 3iqsn BTCSJcf 

Cp'l, 3TETcft-CTiai’C , felflrr:aJUT cped # 
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ta pki^ intezaf me nid aye bkai 4 
am ka akd kai 4 0aye, aye jo xwab me 


Oh for the curse 
Of sleepless nights 
illhich I shall bear 
Forever through life 
For she promised to come 
In one of my dreams ! 


enfw^r: f^oiaTPC eff mfc 3m 3^r btz 
3n^ m 3^' cmimE, 3im afr S 


7 


71 





































pao me kai Paxs-e-umP/ kaka dekkiye tkame 
na\ katk kag pern kai ; ha pa kai Pakak me 


UUhither life's steed 
Galloping wild 
Without control 
On the feet or reins. 
Whither it will go 
I know it not 
Where it will stop 
I know it not! 


^ $ t 33r 2 ar?t 

t>T?I ¥T3I J cpC^, 5T: m ^ •tcpia 
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I knouu not of o guide that's true 

find yeti travel 

Quick and far 

With every suuift traveller 

I meet on the way. 


rJcrldl f cTqT^ 1 cfr OTST 

Hd-clMcil ortt \ cIdT 
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yad tki kamko bki/ fangamng bazm araiya 
lekin ab nags-o-mgafe tage nisyS ko gai 


Houu I recall 
Those days 
Of colour 
find of pleasure. 

But now what remains 
fire only the designs 
Intricate 

Of roses and flowers 
Adorning the shelves 
Of the dusty post! 


OTcT gff aft •idll'idl soai 3iM&uT 

(ftfcpoT 3ra aTcpw-Mt-f^ran^ ciift? ftrararf ^aif 


i. wwwfmrrwz 2.^r-^ 3.^n^3jrm^ 
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hid uski kai, dimag uska kai y fate uski kai 
tefi zulfe, jiske kazu par, parisa ko gayi 


His the sleep 
find his the peace 
His the night 
find his the dreams 
On whose arms 
My love 

Rest thy tresses 
UUild and free. 


°i)d t2, Ri.di 1 d 1 3^T^5T Tilcl .TOIcId] {2 

cV& a fowled WaJ TO TO^TT 
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i\am muvahkid kai y hamam kes kai ta^ke fusum 

- / - - 

mill ate jab mit gayi ajza-e-ima \\o gayi 


H0 is one 
Above all ritual 
Above all dogma 
Above ail custom 
It is 

Only uuhere these paths cease 
Does true faith begin. 

ill 


03T dicdfgdci' t, ScHI-d 1 cftfr 

[dieuid' 3M fire 3nf, sraan-u-fan * 5 eft 37 ft 
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alava id ke milti kai ao^ dih \M sa^at? 
gada-e-kuca-e-maixcma hamt^ad na\\ i 

B| r /' 

There is the wine 
Always for the asking 
Besides on the 'Id 
Then why indeed 
Should the beggar 
UUho roams 
The lanes 
of the tavern 
Go in dismay ? 


3ICTHT fijToTcft 1 3ifefeT aft BTCM 
arei-E-qprn-B-^GtMT 1 crlld^TUd 3 5Tcft 
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u?u e- 

dai^ haki/ Warn na\\i, da^ haki/ asta naki 
baitke kai fakguza* 4 pa kam ; gai^ 4 kame utkae kyw 


Not for me 

The sanctuaries and shrine 

Not for me 

The palaces fine. 

I just lie 

By the wayside 
Still why is it 
I am not left 
In peace 

find from here too 
I be removed ? 


tcZ old], Cr&FT cidil, cK old], 3JRcTT olgl 
<33 ^ ^djo!^ *3 6cH, gdl JcMU cT<d^ 


7 . 3.^rh^,wnftj 
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qaide-kayat-o-bande gam asl me demo ek Kai 
maof se pakle, admi gam se najai paye kyu ? 


The fetters of sorrow 
Are one 
Like the prison 
Of life. 

Why then 
Should this 
Pain and grief 
Cease 

Before we shed 
The mortal coil ? 


^T5encl'-3ft 2 -^:3T3T 3 3T50T $ cfeft f 

artci # 3H^aft ajar ^ oiaiid 4 qirt ? 
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ga libe xasla ke bagaify kaon se kam band kai ? 
foie zaf zaf kya ; kijiye Kai kai kyu ? 


UUhcit in the world 
Would stop 
When Ghalib 
Is gone ? 

Then why 
This weeping 
Then why 
This mourning ? 


‘diilcrlcl’ T^tci : 1 % eldl^ cpH ^ ct»idi cl^r® 

otr:-ptr^ cru, cplfoiy crj 
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ai admi bajai xud ; il< maksare xayo\ 
i\am ahjwmah samajkfe \\a\, xilvat ki kyS ha ko 


This creature 
UUe know as man 
Is one big chaos 
Of desire and thoughts. 
€ven uuhen lonely 
He's never alone 
For in his breast 
Lies hidden 
R tumultuous crowd ! 


t 3H^3ft W3ITE ^ fcp rfigyii -todllel’ 

#, telddd ^ 
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turn jcmo; tumko gair se jo msmo ko 
mujkko bki puckte mko, to kya gwhak \\o 


Vou know better 
Vour relations 
UUith the other 
But mould it be a crime 
to spore some time 
find ask about me 
About horn I am 
And uuhere I am. 


cpr 5TMt (4<Hct>1 aft ^ccar-aft-^' 

di^ctDl aft eft <ren ajsire 2 # 
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kya vo bki beguhak kus-o-kaqa ha snas kai ? 
mahdy ki turn kasar haki Xhfsid-o-mak ko 


Agreed you are 
No mortal ordinary 
But powerful 
fls the moon and sun 
But are they too 
Heartless fiends 
Alien to truth 
And slayer 
of many I 


crerr gfaft tapm sn smth 3 t ? 

3 imi fe cpr 5^}, ^sfte-.3if-OTH r ' tfr 
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This constant worry 
This union of ours 
If it not mature 
UUhere in the world 
Do I go ? 

find if it be granted 
Then 

How should it be 
Why should it be ! 


m ft 

3TC5T: ftft eft ^ftf 5TIH, ft\ eft 
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My fat© 


% 


Willed 

I a martyr be. 

It came 
To be a habit 
I bowed and bared 
My head 
Whenever I saw 
A sword 

That was raised ! 


y'ISkid 1 Rb-Wld ’ 3t, off c& gft 

artf doldK efrt ctSI, 3JcpI cTcTT m 3I^T ^ 
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qafas me mujkse rudade caman kakte ha dai* kamdam 
gin kai jispe kal kijli, vo mem asiya kyu ko ? 


Ves, I am in the cage 
But pray 
Do not delay 
find tell me 
The condition 
Of the garden. 

The nest 
Which was struck 
Last night 
Does it have to be 
Necessarily mine ? 

cfciW 5f 5T: SZ, g<H(i<H 3 

ftrQ t fera ^ei feoicft, dfc 3nferaf 


i.fim 2 .xv?FTwfemw 4.wfwrr 
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Kai vas! Kijfy alame tamkih-o-zabt me 
masuqe sox-o-asiqe divanaK cakiye 


Better than love 
Mode without abandon 
Is separation. 

For only that love 
Is love 

UUhere the beloved is coquettish 
find the lover 
So frenzied ! 


t fter 3 3neiA dmcplai--3ft-^r 3 
^fRcr. 4 -:5ft-3Tri%i% rnfen 
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p ac a pan kai vadae dildaf ki mujke 
vo aye ya na aye pe ya mtizaf Kai 


Whether she comes 

Or not 

I'm in o spot 

I'll hove to wait 

For o promise 

She mode 

To come I 


qrl‘ 3n <3sft t gicp-B-femR 2 3JfI 
A 3IIE 3TI crj: 3IIH, Sfl ^fadolRt 
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mai se gafaz nisat kai kis ^wsiyaK ko 
ik gwna be^wdi mujke din fat ca\\\ye 

UUho is the man 
I'd like to see 
UUho empties the cup 
For the fun of it. 

I for one 

Need the potion 
To remain 
In torpor 
Day and night. 


3Rl‘ ^ 3TC5T fciyild 2 1 feg •frftddlg 3 qpf 
3J5T: ^ ft^T ?IcI rnftH 
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fl flash of lightning 
Is life 

Vet short os it is 
There's time enough 
To leave behind 
fl bleeding heart. 


3^ 33 3^3 fifc: % ddp 2 f3T3T3T J 
feel cfr ’qgtfe 4 # ^ 
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Kasmt a^ai-e-vakdat \\a\ pafastafi-e-vakm 
kai* diya kafify i w asname xayali we mujke 


Some say he's this 
find some he's that 
So many manifestations 
find so many illusions 
Of the One 
That I hove turned 

_ ! 

What you may coll 
One 

Who does not believe 
fit oil! 


rfe-ti-td .'irra^-E-ciecd 1 t 

IcWIT ®lfW ^ 3J5T 
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kavase gul ka tassawwf me bki kKetfka ha mka 
ajab warn diy a } bepafo ball he mujke 


It is strange comfort 
Being without wings 
Being without feathers 
For knowing the rose 
Is out of reach 
There is no longing 
€ven in thought! 


6 clift djal 1 cJdT cRTo^ 2 aft ^Ccjoi 

3i5iw : ' 3iRm ften ste-sft-sieff 1 ^ apt 
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dosti ka pa^dak \\a\ kegcmagi 
muk ckupana kamse ckom cakiye 


Oh drop that veil 
for I do know 
It's just o show 
Though you be 
In love with me ! 


<£krfl cJdI qcj: ^ ^djjcridjT 

^ TjqMT Tster rnftn 
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k cxte kfli qatly Ia0avat me te^a po deha 
ten tcmak koi te0e ni0aK ko ab to de 


Pray, do not weep 
For your love for me 
For it will kill. 

For what con sharpen 

The sword 

More 

Than the tears 
Flowing from your eyes. 


cf3% ft cpcca, cridiiac S cfer ^ ft^lT 
cRE cf^rf cftA f^THT^ 1 c^r 3IM 2 eft £ 
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pila de ok se saqi ; jo kamse hajrat Kai 
piyalak gar na \\i deta, na de sarab to de 


If you hate me 
O Saqi, 

Withhold the cup 
But not the wine 
find let it flow 
In my hands 
That ore cupped. 


fftmi ft 3lte ^ aft t 

COTelT 3TC srfti ftcIT, 5T: ft, eft ft 
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kabKi neki W\i uske ji me gar a jae kai mujkse 
jafae karke apni yad sarma jae kai mujkse 


It's not that 
She has not 
Kind thoughts 
For me. 

But olos 

The post 

Intrudes 

With memories 

Of oppression 

find then 

She shies away ! 


aft aft are 3n5rro ft 
om?iu 3rasft or:, ^Ran sire ft aj,^ 
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dil pkif tavafe ku-e-malamat ko jae kai 
piwW ka scmamkadak vim kiye kue 

Let them abuse 
For I shall walk 
Once more 
The streets 
That invite 
Reproof. 

find I shall pull down 
In my own house 
The idols of pride 
find vanity. 


fecT cl CUM? cJpE-diailcHcl 1 cfrf afflj t 
c£I TMMdlclDci: 3 #a 4 fire 
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ik naobaWe ha2 ko take \\a\ pkif nigaK 
cel^a fafoge mai se gulistS kiye \m 


Oh for a glimpse 
Of a beauteous face 
Flushed with the glow 
Of the passion of wine 
find that which grows 
Into 

R red red rose ! 


Ecu stesitsnaT 1 cut cirat 2 1 Ru-tfadllS 

wtat srcr 3 ajferrarf (tun 
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pihka tka dame sa^t pant? asiyah ke 
wfne ha paye tke y ki gi^ij+a^ kam kwe 


So close uuas the trap 
To th© nest 
That uue were caught 
€re we flew ! 


1 sit ^rsi 1 2 qrfk 3 3nferaf 4 ^ 

35^ 5T: qiH ft q>: faitocTR 531 (JE 
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Before birth 
In the womb 
1 ujqs ossigned 
Some sorrowful sighs 
Those I could not take 
Then 

Hove become 
Breaths in this life 
I am forced to take ! 


oTTcft' 3K3% 5311% Pd He? ^ 

aft cff 5T: f%^EI ; d%, idP eft ZTI 3H^ ^ap 1 


i.smfiK 2 .3.?jfwf?3n 4.~w(fw& 
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ka, kkaiyo mat faKeke kasti 
kai* cahd kake, ki kai, haki kai 


They may say it is 
€ven uuhen it's not 
So be not deceived 
By what is colled 
Existence ! 


dr, TMI$dl 3TcT ! 

e^tjert; 35% ftp: %, 5Tsfi % 
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saqiy bajalvak dus mane 
muMb y bcmagmak/ rakzane 


iman-o-agaki 
tamkino kos \\a\ 


Sing and done® and merry make 

But b® careful and beware 

Standing near 

Is the Saqi dear 

€nemy of reason 

find all faith I 

f I 


^•ilcbV aaicra: 2 , ^TM-3rt-3TT3T^f 

c^clf^d 4 W. FTTOT: 5 , ^oT^T U^Tc^T-3Tr-igkT 6 1 
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dage i^aqe sokbate sab ki jali kwi 
ik s'amma mb gayi \\a\, so vo bki xawos \\a\ 


The candle burning bright 
UUas witness to the night 
Of longing and love 
Stands flickered out now 
Silent and dead 
With stains of block 
Mourning as it were. 


^Td[ fq^lcj? 1 ^M 2 clot aloft Tpf 

^1331 TE 31^ t, t5ft ftft aft WTI^T t 
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This boundless desert 
Dry os dust 

So thot even the thorns 
Thirst. 

Rnd to come to this 

Desert 

UUith feet 


Full of 
Blisters! 


cjolcl ^ oral ua ra ^ zttm ! 

fgp 3iram: qT 1 mfe-E-tfcsR 2 ^ 3nd 
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a 0 e ati tki kale dil pa Kasi 
ab kisi bat pai* haki ati 


Tim© ujqs 
When I laughed 
And smiled 
€ven at my 
Own state. 

Now time is 
UUhen there's nothing 
To make me 
Smile ! 


3n^t 3iicft eft feer ft: ft^cft 

3ra fecft ^Tcl TC 5lft} 3IIcft 
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UUhat ails you 
Vou silly heart ? 
UUhat could ease 
This disease ? 
find oh ! this pain 
UUhat could be 
Its medicine ? 


fcA STIcj 1 ! 3 ^ §3n t? 
3nft§p£ ^3 tfi ^ CI3T crai t? 
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\\am kai mustaq aof vo kezaf 
y a ilaKi! yak majVa kya kai ? 


I so full of desire 
find she so unresponsive 
Oh, God what is this 
And why is this ? 


# pellet) 1 

zrr cHIori 4 wen t ? 


7 . arfimit 2.<3mr=r 3.w^r 4.^n 
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I too hove o tongue 
Rnd o voice 
Oh ! Only ask me 
What is it 
What is it I 


eft Bit eft oIgIIctI ^cll ^ 
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j an turn pai* hisaf karta ku 
mai haki jahta, dua kya kai 


2 
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Here's my life 

For you 

I do not know 

ULIhot it is to pray 

find to plead 

For blessing that's divine 

I only know 

This life of mine 

Is for you. 


3ttctt cpr crcfsrarc 1 f 
if srtt aiMcn cj3iT wen t ? 
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€ven q sight of hers 

find my uuhole face brightens 

Oh the irony of it! 

For she feels 
I am better 
Rnd my illness 
Is fading away ! 


3^0 ^ ^ 3fr 3U sncft t trc ^Tcf?' 

A: t 41cHI’i SI5I 3TESI t 
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ibne manyam kua ka^e koi 
me^e dukk ki dava kare koi 


UUhat concerns me 
If he be 
Mary's son ? 

For all I want 
Is relief 
From my grief. 


^ chPwW ^3n cp^cffr^ 
^ clft CTT 
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magduf \\o to xak se pucku ki ai laim 
\mz vo 0ahjka-e-gi^amayak kya kiye ? 


Only if I had 
The power 
To ask the miser 
That miser the earth 
UUhcit she had 
Done with 
Her treasures vast. 


cHcp^ 1 ^ eft ^ ft eI#3T 3 ! 

^ A: djalgiy fHTTOTRT : 4 cfeiT fem ? 
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solicit me gai^ ki/ na pan ko kaki ye xu 
dehe laga \\a\ bosak bigam ilfija kiye 


Nouu your kisses 
fire for offer 
Without a plea 
Without a request 
Nouj that you keep 
Company that's strange 
Company that's changed. 


^ ^T: A cfD^f 

3 * ^ 

CfRTl ft eiW: fcT^R ^fftcToTT 4 fcpTJ 
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Vou neither drink 
Nor con offer to others 
Then O priest 
Why should you speak 
Of the ujine 
That's divine 
Which no one can taste 
Rnd no one drink. 


mfsr 1 si: gar toft, ar: Ptcn *3^ 

eticr t cpei-fl ^rat cj^e 2 ^ ! 
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(M. Jibuti 

4t fajIlS&ZO 'd&LfMh 


naKi kuck subko-zumw ke pkamje me gimi 
vafaddn me sex-o-bamkmcm ki azmais kai 


Is the noose any different 
UUhether cost by the thread 
That is sacred 
Or the rosary 
Of the Moulavi ? 

For it is the faith 
Of the Shaikh 
Rnd of the Brahmin 
(JUhich are on test! 


srft cits at aftei ^ 2 

cJMplcutf V.l AI-.ill-Ui'.l'/l'' Cjft 34lalcHl^yi t 


7 . TWJT'3jh*rt& 2. x r^J 3 .^ 7^/7137 
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is;q pai* zot^ naKiy Kai yek vo alas, galib 
ki lagae ha lage. aor bujkae na bane 


UJho indeed 
Can control 
The pangs of love ? 
Oh Ghalib 
It's a fire 

Vou cannot kindle 
Rnd one 

Vou cannot extinguish 
Rt will. 


pf cpcoftnd. crttH, td: eft: 3ncm‘ ‘dllleld’! 
eft: eTBTTE 5T: Cl3t, 3ffe epTE 5T: gftf 
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naKi zanya\\e mW, ja^aKate paika 
vo zaxme teg Kai y jisko ki dilkwsa kakiye 


Inflict on me a uuound 
Not of on orrouu 
But that oP a sword 
That it remains 
Deep and Por long 
find so brings relieP 
Much greater than 
The wound oP on arrow. 


srti aitei^H-^recr 1 srasil 

cft:olTsA^3T J ft, [ai’ClcplIcprfamqp'-ail^cplGt! 
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naki higa^ ko ulj-at, na ko, nigar to kai 
mvcmi-e t aviso masti-e-ada kakiye 


She has no love for me 
find yet con I deny 
Her beauty or her grace 
find her gait 
find all that's about her 
UUhich so intoxicates ? 


dTtft fchdJR 1 JaMpcl 2 dT: ftt foidJK eft ft 
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bazicae-afal \\a\ duhiy a t mete, age 
kota kai sabo toz iamasa, mete age 


The uuorld is a child's play 
It unfolds its drama 
Night and day 
From where I stand 
I see it all 
It goes on 
On and on. 


t ^Ier-sA-^toI 2 dcHiyil 3JRl 
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ima mu j\\e i*oke \\a\j jo kkice \\a\ mujke kuft 
kakak mete picke \\a\, kalisa mete age 


Virtue pulls me 
From behind 
But oh 
For the pull 
Of temptations 
In front. 

UUith the Ka'ba 
Behind me 
It's the heresy 
In front! 


1 ft, oft ft dpTfo 2 

cjoraf iM ft, Softer * 4 3 trT 
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go katk ko jumkis" nakiy akko me to dam kai 
fakhe do akki sa0afo mina me^e age 


The hands cannot move 
But do not remove 
The goblet or the wine 
For I con dine 
ULIith my eyes 
For they ore still 
Alive ! 


3ft ST?I 3ft qphft 3lftl, 3IRsft ft eft 33T 2 ft 
ft 3I3ll 7 ai3R_-3Il-3fl^ri' ftft 31131 
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nikalna Xhld se adam ka s 'mfe aye bai leki n 
bakot be abi*u bokaf fe^e kuce se bam nikle 


Much have I heard 
Of Adam being expelled 
from Paradise. 

But so have I 
Been throuun out from 
Vour street 
So dishonourably. 


fmcK>eiail 3TK3T 2 dd 3UH if, dfcpm 

toners^ eft ddt 4 ^ 

C\ 


1. izrf 2.WcTT :f m^ 3. c7pWrf 4.wff 
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bWam kKul jae zalim! te^e qamat ki da^azi ka 
aqa^ us Wmk-e-pu^peco xam ka peco xam nikle 


The tall figure 
Full of grace 
Would not its pride 
Fall? 

Once your tresses 
Opened and fell ? 


9rai ^Cfl oTTH pllFelcU 1 cR cjoldicl 2 cWJpff cpT 
cj/£ 4 -H-^to-3fr-^pT 5 ohl <fc[-3fr-^pT l^lcpef 


7 . SRzJTWd 2.^kr-^T 3. fo&fR 4. WW Wf rf? 
5.3Tr4fV^"^WU^ 
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PtnJ UvXO if cu 1/ 


kaka mai^^ne ka dawazak galib ao^ kaka vai2 
pai A itna jahte \\a\, kal vo jdtd tka ki kaw hikle 


LUho would have thought 
The tavern door 
Playing a host 
To the priest ? 

I only know 
That yesterday 
I saw him going in 
Rs I was coming out! 


cfDi^r cpT c^aiplT * dlifalei* cjnn cil$oj 2 

TC^ckTT olMcl t, Wf dl: oTIcTT m %: ^ Ricfc>e) 


7 . wftWFT 2. 
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skip is cmdaz se bakaP ai 
<i kue mek^-o-mak famas'ai 


Into spectators 
Hove turned 
The moon and sun 
For spring has come 
Again uuith glory 
And all splendour! 


3r<5^i5i ^ 3rT# 
c&: 5E clcHiyil^ 


7 . 
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\Sj^O ijj ^/( l jJ) 

1 u^ 


diiki to kaiy siyasate da^ba se daf gaya 
mai ) aof jaw da^ se te^e bih sada kiye 


That I should return 
from your door 
UUithout giving o coll. 
But this silly heart 

j 

full of fear f , 

Of the guard 
Rt your door. 


feel Ist eft , f^RTTCI^ cv53T d 1 dl 1 

$ 3frc ainS ft5T ^SIcJ 2 ft5T3 I 
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pkwka \\a\ kishe gose mubabbai me, ai xuda ! 
afsuhe ihtizaf tamahha \<o\\e jise 

Oh God 

UUho has whispered 

In her ears 

The words 

That keep 

Her waiting 

find longing 

For love 

Though it be 

He may not come 

fit oil! 


t fW-1^ 3ft# d^goeld 2 B ^cfT ! 

3jLpTijt^ ^forTaTTC, clcHo’dl 4 cpfj RjItS 
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pup kw mai sikve se yu ; mg se jaise baja 
il< 2am ckefiye, pkif dekkiye kya kota kai 


R musical instrument 
Full of notes 
Like this heart of mine 
Full of uuoes 
Just pluck o string 
Rnd how it rings. 


q/E 1 f ^ ^ Wlan 

wrer fq^e^faE wen ntar t 
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UJho are these with fairy-like faces 
UUhat elegance indeed, what graces. 
Wherefore the fragrant hair 
flowing in tides 

find oh, these dark and playful eyes. 

d: t? 

B^:-3^f^ 2 :-3lt-3ra c^n t? 
felc^ 3fapff cr^ t? 

rlxicA : 1^1 cTdii 


7 . 2.zF?r$nFrwTW-*m 

3. $TWT 4. W*Irl 
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baitka kai jo ki sayae-diva^e y ~at me 
fa^mamva-e-kisWe kihdostcm \\a\ 


Oh for a moment 
In the shade of the wall 
Cast by the beloved. 

He is indeed 
The ruler of the empire 
Of the entire 
Hindustan ! 


etel t oft <3d: ^TRT:-H-c9 cN%"d1^' S 


2.mu^T~mr^ 
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X(, £-y*S k 'dd- 0> 


dil apkfy ki dil me kai jo kuck so apka 
dil ITjiye magcm me^e afma hikalke 


This heart of mine 
find everything in it 
Is yours 
To take 

But ujith one request 
That before you take 
Render it empty 
Of oil my dreams. 

feel 341*1 cpi % feel t oft W® TTT 34IWT 

o 

feel eftfelB TOR: dft 3R3TT felcPld c£ 
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&*ji, 


jab tak dakahe zaxm na paida kai*e koi 
muskil, ki tujkse mke suxcw va ka^e koi 


The ujound 

Needs a mouth 

To pour and squeeze out 

fill that's under 

Rnd so do I 

Need a wound 

In my heart 

With a mouth 

To pour out 

fill my woes. 

oleT cTcId qR^l' ^T: 4 c[T 

^fecpcl %: cpi ; d ^f^T 2 dT 1 cf^cm^ 
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alam gubafe vacate majnu kai sap ba s at 
kab tak xayale intake laila kape koi 


Surely it is 
The dust 

Raised by the madness 
Of Majnu's love 
That covers this uuorld. 
How long will one 
Brood only on 
laila's grace 
Her tresses 
find her foce ? 


djellidS^ld t ^ 

era era 'teUlcl cj£-B (ftcTT^ cjftsf 


1.W&JT 2. WWf #T WWTP1 Wt 3.W7FR 

4. rfcV^f¥wMT*rfiW*FJT 
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i^JrU (( 


pu c\\e kai kya vujud-o-adaw a\\\e saoq ka 
ap apni ag ke ^aso ^asok ko gaye 

Of those uuho love 
Do not ask 
UUhat life is theirs 
What longing 
What yearning 
For they are leaves 
Dead and dry 

Consumed by a fire 

b Y h&i 

That is their own ! 


t cRT[ ^op:-3ft-3K^T 1 3MeT-H-^llgo chT^ 
3tpt 3Fm\ 3n^r c& ^T-3ft-Tgrew 3 dmv 
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safmak jabki kinare pe a laga, galib 
Xuda se kya sitamo jWe haxuda kakiye 


The boat has reached 
The shore. 

Then why O Ghalib 
This complaint 
That the boatman 
UUas cruel 
Rnd unjust. 


OTd^T:' arafe: 3IT eRTT ‘aTlfeiei’! 

^ cRJT ffclcRT-3ft-afft 5TR3£I 2 
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Brijendra Sayal was bora in 1920 
in the Gujaranwala district, now in 
Pakistan. He matriculated with 
distinction and graduated from the 
Punjab University, Lahore, with 
Honours in Persian. He joined the 
Indian Army in 1941 and served till 
1975 when he retired as Captain from 
the Army Education Corps. Sayal has 
always been interested in Urdu and 
Persian and several of his poems have 
been published in various magazines. 
Ghalib, however, has all along been 
his favourite—in fact, his obsession—as 
the stone pieces reproduced here bear 
witness. 

Brijendra Sayal now lives in Delhi 
with his daughter. His work has been 
widely acclaimed by the Press and he 
has been honoured by different 
organisations. Some of his sculptured 
pieces are kept in the Ghalib Academy, 
New Delhi, and the Raza Library at 
Rampur is preparing a suitable section 
for display of his masterpieces. 
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